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The MINOR. 
OL T to his 
EGR Dae 


Lf zées Crue thou hast 


a Secret Boo 

Ln which are treasured 

all the thoughts of men 
o find in thee and iw 

thy loving look 


be inspiration for a 


fruitful pen, 


Lhen thou hast those [ 
ashioned from my 
eart, 

Impressions made up~ 

op my mobile youth 

By thy strange beauty 

and elusive art, 

Lhe lycics ofa oe and 


passtonal truth. 


But iD succeeding years 
thou didst forget, 

pd favored paver Loets, 
while I fain 
Would still go singing on, 
remembering vet 


Though lute and harp 


weve set to sadder strain. 


Lhy beauty hath heen 

sung ip greater song 

Than any said and signed 

by my poor Dame, 

And in thy little Secret 
ook Lelong 

The tributes of men high 

in balls of fame. 


But with dim eyes, on 

some sweet pensive day, 

LThoult leaf them o’ez, 

and ere is closed the 

cover 

Wilt sigh across dead 

ears to me and say, 

was Iny constant, IY 


ae: faithful lover: 
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The Con Len ts 
Loe Minorfoe 2 totes Mus e 


Ba lad OF a oth 
Dp Within aFull-Llown 


A ae) 
“ay of Life 
Zz erence 
eZ 
ie Flee 


a a &°ai? sl 


Wee. from the wicwae 
De Filles 
Oz Yer es 


eA cecil 


Uualeains 


Fulfillment 


neertanty 
balk ate 


On the Beach 


roy, Op e ts 


Leonardo da Cnet on ) paint~ 
Dg the Mona Lisa 
Midsummer light 
o not Dlame Lhee 

Moods 
Tposeription in Lal. grave ‘is 
Gol Treasury 

me Love 

nother 
My Lares G Lenates 

‘In Deason 
The Oalley of Delight 
ae relist 

oe lia 


PVvot 


The BALLAD 
of « YOVTH 


ff 
pa am not fair as she 


ws Jair 


With a white spirits 
ce 
| Nor cx can L Gage fine 


rvor wea 
That looks eee from 


er face. 


f am not pure as she 
zs pure ~ 
Strange phantoms did 
invite, 

pa eier gers eet 
came to lur 


My eo through 
the Ni 


And nowlLcan hut know 

that when 

Fler feet the lilies trod, 

va sought the hidden 
aunts of men 


And so forgot my God. 
Where ern seems Lought 


with price of gold, 

ote ove ood SLD, 
Where Youth grows wan 
and weak and old, 


Ll knocked and entered ip, 


From Circe’s mad ep- 
chante cup 


Thue ol Falak: if 
7 tomed the @aaam 


Goblet up, 
And drank deep of the 


draught. 


See the stacs paled 
in the sk 
And glowed the voseate Last. 
Vipul talc aKes of é 
ary drew nigh, 
When home from some 


late feast 


Vbere ON: eyes 


a crea 


see BAPE O Wes all their 


As oer~ripe honeycomb 


ds 
Tbs es reluctant 


IT 


de 
ie dwelt among the 
meads and downs 
Ma Be Sun and Moon 
and Sea 
far from the hotand 
aching Towns, 
Where man bolas 


pany. 


dbe ae each re- 
turning Spring 
Made Vip pase run 
And ain to ma 
MUuCHIUuCID 


And laughter. in the 


UcT). 


She heard the thunder- 


eads unro 
nd fold away the mist 
That t every Lud an 
oom and kno 
By pene might be 


CSSE 


Ak stlver sickle in the 
ee seein the slender 
Moon, 

And from the limpid 
light hung high, 


She craveda silent hoon 


She saw the Autumn 


urn to gold, 
ream on to certain 


ea 
When Winter in his 
mantle’s fo 


Crushed out her quiet 


reath. 


IT 
nae ripple of the rising 


His poignant pr: prophesy 
lp pepraye’ song through 


Gi Bas a with melody, 
And through long, list~ 


ess AA YS O, Ude 


rae ull, dat eee 
She sighed apd sang in 


tender tune, 


Riz iad like the Season's | 


HT 


Waite robe about white 
zs SO fait, 

She wound and then 
ex Hea 

Bent low in simple, 

silent prayer, 
ere ber fragrant 
ed. 


Halt-parted lipsand ted 

oe a 

Shy ae of ecstasy, 
tde open eyes on md- 

pight hush, 

Thus did she dream of 


Me. 


LT 
Lhrough changing, crium~ 


son sunset skies, 
¢/ undeliberate pace 
found her with wistful, 
wondering eyes, 
d strange, moon-haumt- 


ed face. 
Tall, like hex jt figs 


in the mats: , 

Lithe, like a lily, hlown 

by breezes eve they grow 
00 Hav: 

And oer the moors make 

moan. | 


Her smile was like the 


April sun; 

peee laugh like silvery cain, 
Which eve tt died away 
had run 

SN traight through mn heart 


we th Pew. 


he said -her voice was 
as a sopg~ 
, thou hast come tome! 
Weve been wating jor 
ee long, 
ig by the sounding 


ea 


She said: And thouhast 
come from far, 

TOM some  stoange, un-~ 
Rnown Pp 
With as ue stain thy 
garments are, 
And tears Save soiled 
thy face.” 


"he let me give thee 
from my store 
Aes of en! of meat, 
ee of water drink 
efore 


os ou perish in the heat. 


ia cool, clean garment 
shalt thou wear— 
Ab, let me dry thy tears! 
My home and harvest 
shalt thou share 


Through the succeeding 


years. € 


She took DY tired head 

to rest 

As if she did but Anow 

L foun the Laven of 
er breast 

- xy stumbling stepsand 


StOW. 


yA 
ra am pot fair as she 


ZS 7 Ale 


th a white spirits 
race; 
Nae canl that ‘fine jer- 


vor wear 
That looks forth f-017 


her face. 


eae pure as she 
ws pure ~ 
Strange phantoms did 
wpvite, 

nd curious whispers 
came to lu 


Udy petsteps through 


Rich bounty from the 
perfect foun 
Of her virginity, 

pd passion’s pity par- 
aIMOUN 


She holds in leash jor 
me. 


PANE ‘For nt igs 


chalice, chaste 
ee but ¢ offer her 
Re fora 
wight ‘he taste 
Of wormwood and of 
a 


ve is not that Lwould 
be free 
for that l love her well. 


nd yet it is her 
Urily 


Makes me mt Fleaven 
and Fell. 


Llooked Within 
a Lidl~hlown Kose 


¥@ Looked within a full 
own Rose, 


And found a drop of 
Fold rpon fold of vel- 


vet leaf, 
tile, it [row PASSIDY 


view. 


L looked within your 
fleart, my Deat, 


e petals were close 


curled; 

A atiently I loosed 
each leaf, 

What wealth to me 
unfurled! 


A LAMENT 


Eh happy, Sappy Lird 
Stts sin ing in a tree, 
Lhe little song he sings 


Can Aa be fon me. 


Tie seems Cole 
my heart 
o) achin Lin bis gh ie 
hear i his glad, 
ae zn His plaintive 
one. 


He has his little Love 
warm wrethin her 


nest 
And l-_-Ibave a dream 
76 fold unto my breast. 


ee ee ee se 


fark, how the bubbling 
notes 
fiis feathered throat 


late; 
LHe seems to say to me: 


Owait, Owait, Owait/” 


So there he sits and 
sings 
Up in the greenwood 


cee, 


O, if my Love should 


ear, 
Should hear, and come 
to me/ 


The WAY of LIFE 


Ow, li 
shane ele a 
our hearts grow old, 
Though we leave the 


lanes of childhood, miss 


the arms that used to 


fold. 

While the Lloom is on 

Pe ei : fe the 
edges full of song, 
Bele a little, ie lit 

tle, forr the way will 

not Le long. 


@ the tears will come 
to blind us, hut we al 
ways smile again, 

nd we love the sun 


the better after days 
of cloud and rain. 


While we have the lit~ 
tle o> and the 
fields to roam amo 
Look a little, love a ie 
le, for the way will 


not be long. 


- Sere ele fF pees 
y the roadside, an 
enough for one and, all, 
And d their fragrance 
isno sweeter for the 


pees than for the 
Den hut meee Lo 


their NED gO eave 
awhile the bu os throng 
Look a little, love a VE 
fe the way will 
not be long. 


The Diffe a 


yas yesterday the 
SODY LT heard, 
a wild, wanton, hap- 
py bird, 
Brought tears of an- 
wish to my eyes, 
0 think of my lost 


Paradise. 


But how mY hLeart 
leaps up today, 

O FO7w 27) @D his 
zroundelay: 

1S SODG ws sweet, as 
sweet can Le 

ecause m Sieve re~ 
turned to me. 


FAST &WEST 
O to ride fast 
lp 


e early morn 
Flope high in the heart 
Lor the day, new-born! 


O oe ride West, 


Th, be ce aaa done, 
The s. 
ata ee 


Be sun / 


6. 25 ride Last. 
s ‘to ride West, 


O ever to ride 


With one LT love Lest! 


UKE HER 


LNot hers the beauty 
which the violet holds~ 
Returning Spring’s 
sweet, welcome har~ 
Linger ~ 
Nor does the splendid 
pageant that unfo ds 
‘er meadow-land and 


hill, resemble her. 
oy yet the fullness 


O e Summertide, 
The long hushed days, 
the fresh night- cooling 


showers, 

The lilies bending where 

the ripples hide 

Their d rOwsy Murmur 

ya) deep~per zme 
owers. 


5 more like her 
the time the soft south 
reeze 
B Pegs mellow notes of 
leaners in the corn. 
Wher purplish lights 
come shimme rUDNgG 
through the trees, 
nd memories guick~ 
ening, pensive Fore 
are Lorn. 


“UAGRANTS 


Flin thor ae 
brie, apple leaf an 
rose, 
Dandelions matching 
fire wi he cowslip 
glows, 


Scent of the new grass, 
wind-~hlown and sweet, 
Call down the long pass 


unreluctant Jeet. 


Wild on the hillside 


grow the sweet peas; 
5 E Zz 
Deep in their fragrance 


hide the ardent bees. 
On with a sly slip, lur- 


ZY US a Ee. 
Z y 


Rapes dipkes 
eb eee Gisee 


O-role, cardinal, thrushs 
wild note, 

Blackbirds madrigal 
low ip the throat. 


Lark’s love madness 

upward he flings, 
oars in his gladness, 

SINGS, Soars, sings. 


Swi 5 of sun~ 
es 
Winder a crows flight 


guickens the view. 
On, on, the woods bring 


more enticing ways; 
In, on, the birds sing 
more melodious lays. 


On, on, the creek calls 
till itis a Fill, 
Gurgling where the trail 
falls high from a hill. 


Ok on, the trail leads; 


who wou ave tt end/ 
The fairest flower 


must needs e Jus 
around a bend. 


On, ere the June dust 


IMACS £ e bloom O 


a 
Hel oe wander, dear; 
Aes vagrants for a 
ay, 


— = 
- ee ee 


UNSUNG ~ 
owe often ve feel that 


the madcap ree 
Of a ship Oop a tossing 


sea 
Where the winds hiss 
low, and the foam flecks 


blow, 
Would be life of a kind 


OT ME. 


[would meet the sway, 
and the dashing spray 
From the waves with a 
hungerin glee : 


And the tears unshed, 
Bee ie bear’ tbat bats 


bled, 
Would be lost tn the sob 


of the sea. 


But here only ere, 2s 


‘Lhe carolingc leat; 
ahird inahlaates 

ing tree: 

pAY SONG zn His breast, 

to his mate on tee 

pes 


fie pou as Birt: his 


zzpe INE od 


i wish not t rue that 
e skies are still blue, 

Thee he Oe zs deep 

zm the 

But to Ss ee a bird 

with MY SONY all un~ 
ear 


ike the z memory Sweet 
of th 


A LETTER from 
the COUNTRY 


yf am down in the sun~ 
lit mea OWS, 

That smell of the new~ 
mown ey 

The world is the color 
of clover: 


Bt Weichert for a holi~ 
day. 

The lark calls down 
to the blossoms, 

But Ais message zs pot 
more swee 

as Were eee 

Yes that rustle 

spot grasses that grow 
at my feet. 


They di th 
bh of the fen 


i (gather the drops 
Thee biel ¢ in the hearts 


of the lilies, 
nd take ‘therm, my 
Risses, to you. 


MEMORIES 


v4 
L wonder, DOW, a, you 


remember, Car 
Those first few days yi 
walked alone with you; 


When eh bpd blossoms 
es e gl ad, 2B, pa 

aes byways 
hat we Se shies 


as 
IT 


Fou reached the sprays 
that brushed against 
my face, 
Laughing to see mein 
erfumed bower; 
Ome caught the eho 
that tangled in my lace, 
wdden in honeye 
sweets of hawthorn 
ower 


Li, 


Any where the sun 
shone through the rifts 
of blue, 

own dim cool path-~ 
ways by the moss-gitt 


trees, 

We sought the meadow 
where the violets grew, 
And plucked gay clus- 
ters in the wind-swept 
leas. 


IV 


Remember how we 


talked of Love and 
Art, 
Hedging ourselves to 


Beauty, at her feet 
Lo lay Life's largess, 
and upon her heart 
our twin souls the 
sacrifice comple ete. 


Ab, well! How could 
we Rnow ~ how could 
we Rnow : 
Loday a robin calls 
and yet ~ and yet ~ 
It seems a heartache in 
ws durmh hreast~O, 
And o'er these violets 
ere, mine eyes are 
wet / 


To FHTALGS 


Would [were a little 


ip the rat th morn, 
Singing at th a wen 
ow, Sweet 


As the day zs Lorz. 


fy a sing thee of 


And the roses ‘blush, 
flidden perfumes wate 


GEV he Dawn's first 
flush. 


yA the Last hegan to 
Glow, j 
Lwould sing Lo thee 


ove notes droppe 
rom Paradise, si 
Pucest melody. 


Dhow wouldst waken 


20m) Y reams 


Like an opening Jlow~ 
er 
Tossing back thy long, 


air hair 
In a golden shower: 


Ot znto the fragrant 
morn 
Would I woo thy feet, 


oaring, circling oer 


thy head, 
Singing to thee, Sweet. 


Flappy, happy all the 
day, 
lfligh in some great 


tree 

Lwould SWING UPON a 
ou 

Learning songs for 

thee. 


Then when Might her 

curtains drew, 

lwould seek thy nest 

Sit without thy win~ 
ow, Oweet, 

And SIDG thee to thy 


rest. 


COICLS' 


v ka 
O what we two kvow/ 


owers of song in 
Spring; 
By rd-notes blossoming, 
first warm days that 


ring 
feathered throats to 
sIDg~ 
Rounding, ring on ring, 
‘hat we feel to ling, 
ail for want o wing~ 
LZ00/ in everything! 


Sweet, ts «et not so/ 


Il 
@ what we two know / 


utumn sunset flare; 
hen, quite unaware, 
Da moment, rare, 
Soul to soul is bare, 
Spirits spirit share, 
hii a tender air 
Delicately fawr 
ingers —and then, 
where : 
Sweet, is it not so/ 


In ARCADY 


Where the surmmer 
shine 
Woos the colurmbine~ 
ere the bees hum 
over 
fresh and fragrant 
clover ~ 
omes she op swift 
eet, 
Comes My own, my 
weet. 


Dewd rops op the vine 
Glhint Like suDDY brine; 
From some secre 
cover 
Bi rds sis ed Over, 
zpping down to gre 
ee ee ahaey, Ligh 
and fleet. 


Careless of design, 
oses she doth twine; 
Tilts her head, more~ 
over, 
s her own approver: 
Ab, but Larth is sweet, 
When Maid and Morn-~ 


ing meet/ 


Grace of curve and 


ine, 

Soon shall she be mine, 
oon shall she discover; 
aiting her, her lover: 

Ah, but Larth is sweet, 

When Man and Maid- 


en meet / 


QUATRAINS 


V4 
he smiles that light 


my Lady s face 
Are those of Love’ 
compassionate grace; 
Her voice ts as the sing- 
ing sea, 

hen tt is gliding tran- 
guilly, 

Ts 

eee eee 


dim her eyes 
Are hut the pearls of 


aradise, 


Held, like the dew, in 
tlt/~cups, 
Lill Love, the Sun, their 


oOneYy S Ups. 


ST. 
i fills me with a sweet 


istless, 
Le whisper of her silk~ 
en dress, 
s when, moved by 
some gent: e breeze, 
Le leaves stir op the 
poplar trees. 


LV 
Ube mystic beauty of 


her face 


baa ee folds of filmy 
[Sia els aul) we wonder 


of the world 
nee Time his magic 


ce unfurled. 


Vv 
ia ‘e) the glory man- 


he ‘dep ths her hur~ 
nished ee doth hold; 
a gre of gold Gnd 

ladness there, 


2 Sia Disnae Ape 
eyes a 


Li elfil lrment 


Tee of a bright, crim- 

son rose 

ls but the promuse of 
ower; 

Love we the blossom 
a Ows, 

Though it shall live 


ut an hour 


Born for a moment 

that’s fleet, 

Winged on the waves 
zom above, 

Louch of you, taste of 

you, Swee 


Are but the flower 


of my love. 


Uncertainty 


L 
When L look out across 


the Sea, 

£ fear to think I may 
not sail 

My Bark safe through 
the foam and gale, 
Though now it glides 


sO tranguill, Ly. 


TT 
When TI look backward 


o'er the Land, 
Long, lonely wastes be- 
ind me lie; 
nd there a Forest 
reaches high, 
With depths unsearched 


Y Auman hand. 


LITT 


When L look up there 
us the Sky, 

ut O, it seers so jar 
to God / 
When I look down there 
is the Sod ~ 
O, Brother, Ee and 


Wa See FES 


Ab INITIO 


NN: bt~ breezes sigh, 
and the moon is high, 
ove is a wonderful 
mystery / 
Neath star-strewn skies 
the blue lake lies, 
ove ts a wonderful 
mystery / 


The shy waves slip 
wtth @ tejrte dep 

ove isa wonderful 
mystery. 
Where willows weep, the 
lilies sleep, 

ove is a wonderful 


mystery! 


A whip-poor-will calls, 


a ved rose falls, 
ove is a wonderful 


mystery: 
Its velvet scent to the 
air is lent, 

Ove is @ wonderful 
mystery; 


pan lad and lass in the 


ew-dipped grass, 
ove ws a wonderful 
mysterr/ 
With whispered. breath 
plight Love till death, 
ove zi a wonderfu 


muyste ry! 


On the BEACH 


Sweep oF a SECa~GJu 
dipping low ; 

ors of wntimate 
winds that hlow. 


Laying like children 

inwn-arm,white sands, 

Lifted and sifted 

th rough listless hands, 
bis drowsy day Love, 

you and I, 

Watching the Llue of 
e sea and the sk 
vd the great u-hite 


clo ud-ships floating by. 


+ 


a 


BSE Bal: 


. | 


LEONARDOda 

CLNCT on paint- 
ing the MONA 

LASAare 


MM, uy (ogre palette brush: 
es Roife e; there lie 
Thee ee of paint; ‘there 
stands the canvas, white, 
All waitiDg tp the dim, un~ 
certaip light 
Of early dawn. Loday 
what shall l try / 
lor lam pregnant wtth 
a work, apd my 
rained. hand i iS CUDTADY 

to obey the might 

DY pee est RDOw-~ 
ledge, ap e st 

at ‘penetrates beneath 


what all pass by. 


Sol shall paint a jace- 
a woman's face. 

And that strange light 
that shines forth from 


er eyes 
Shall lure allmen toher 


their souls to trace. 
nd passion, love and 
pity, all that les 
Within the heart, about 
the lips shall play. 
ndamen ae marvel at 


us bLoth alway. 


MIDSUMMER 
MMGf1T~ 


Soft is the Summernight 


carcely a reeze 
ways the long grasses, or 
stirs where they stapd 
Tall, silent shadows, the 
slim poplar trees. 
val ray of light floods oer 
the trembling lan 
S yon Fill moon hreaks 
from a fleecy cloud 
moment ere tis caught 
again and a 
's verled in a soft, myster~ 
zous shroud. 
The senses droop, held 
in the mystic thrall. 


esc times {feel thee 
nearest me, Lear Heart. 
This calm, this hush,when 

ature draws the sou 

0 commune with itself~ 
though far apart, 

ough league op league 

between us doth unroll~ 

zings thee hut closer 
in that realm of Song, 
Where love and 


OEE ex~ 
presston most elong. 


LDONOE 
BLAME THEE 


Je do not blame thee, Lear, 


Ov it 1s MINE 
yf pature to encircle 
thy fair fame, 
And hover near thee, 


whilst thou dost design 


Lor me as purposelt/as 
the white flarye 
e moth. Yon star 
ee gleams so Lright 
ze 


(Zee pot that Foets 


seeded and wreatbe tts 


me 
os lycic loveliness, and 
its pure shine 

[s steadfast though 
to praise it Anows Do 
clain. 


Tsay Vuk pot suffer 
that l will not cave 
And yet Dear fleart 
when in the dus. sit, 
As twilight falls and heav- 
en's lamps are Lit, 

Ll breathe thy name upon 
the evening ait 

Z4ust as a child lisps one 
word o'er and o'er 

And jinds it sweet, and 


cares Dot to say move. 


MOODS~ 


Let there be flowers a) 
plenty op my grave. 
Let there be purple, for 
those darker moods 
When Earth seems all too 
sad~when the soul broods 
And doubts, and wonders 


e there Pawers 905 


save. 

Let there he brighter 
spots of gold and blue 
Ber gayer moments, when 
ip ecstas 

The heart leaps up, and 
madcap revelry 

Joins hands with me to 
chase the glad hours 
through. 


Let there be white, 
pure white my love 
oz thee 
et in a crimson glow 
to mean my heatt. 
aybhap the wander- 


ing wind will stoop to 
oes 
be slender blossoms, 


Us CeEMETI) ering 


me 

Or GHtle children edly 

wandering there 

May pluck them and 

say, Mother, see how 
air; 


Ypseription ip 


Falgrave ‘s' 
Golies Teoma 


When my soul's ear 
zs deaf to heauteous 
sound, 
Y ner eye heeds not 
sweet things at pass~ 
e lark, song-lifting 
from the dew-drenched 
round, 
The slant of shadows 
on the moon-lat grass~ 
When no more loiter- 
ng by some blossoming 
mound, 
forgotten sands sift fal ly 
rough the glass, 
z dreaming, L dri 
slowly, outward Lound, 
yo illowy clouds 
that sail and form and 


INASS — 


As then, within the 
covers of this Book, 
Where L have live 


the rapture and the 


ain 
Of those ae: whom 
the Muse hath not in 


van 

Called so alluringly, 

let me not look / 

Here where Fan pipes 

and Liros apeed are 
lays, 

be heweathaf 


unremembe ce oh (74 YS. 


ONE LOVE~ 


Lhy love 1s like yon 
shining, silver stat, 
Steadfast, beneath the 
sceptre Dian wields; 
Whose white heams beck- 
on to me from afar, 

T6 callmy straying steps 
rom foreign fie ds. 
hat though Icome all 

halting, with the scars 

worldliness, to which 
my spirit yrelds; 

When weakened hy the 


ways that maim and 


mar, 
Swifter seek thee, and 


thy spirit shields 


eke Me, yea, a, 4 ene 


umbly drink 
trom thy deep wells of 
uMaAN SYImMpa atbhy,. 
Not thatT. Gerke lia 
my soul may sink 
ol come contrite; and 
Lg O from thee 
Be ehhened and; eel a 
ened, as a man rema 
Tec aes life, Loe 


meet tt unafraid. 


ANOTHER 


Lby love is of the subtle 
oy arite, 

be lure of pleasure in 
thy languorous eyes; 

s some swee-breathed 
and scented Summer 
night 
Woos one with mystery 
and warm surprise. 

eons ago thou madst 
of Antony & might 
A broken stern. I sev~ 
ered sacred ties 

nd of m white-browed 


youth gave thee the 


light, 
Nor Pew ee false y 
por dreamed of thy dis- 


JUuILSe. 


hy ways are wicked, 
though thy smile serene; 
So say l, while the quick, 
intaken breath, 

etrays known days and 
nights in Loves demesne; 

emembered until mem-~ 
ory fades in death. 

he who artless strays 

into thy snare 
Will, in or out, have for 


his friend, Despair: 


My LARES 
and PENATES 


M. YY Lares and Lenates 
are not suc. 
As need the erstwhile 
necessary van, 

en from the uninspir- 
ing fatal clutch 
Of things fanrnltiar, I 
make haste to plan 
Wider horizons. for 
have not much: 
Some Fhroshiges, brought 
from old Japan, 

ew choice things, sa- 
cred to eye and touch; 
My Mother, pictured 


ere the encircling span 


Of sorrowing years 
had marred the girlish 
ee ‘oe f da, 
rose-jar, fragrant, an 
oy boikes to throw 
The glow of intimacy 
oer mY room. 
With these companions 
[can say, What though 
live three-storied,!m 
windowed to the East, 
Upon Olympus dwell, 
and with the Gods hold 
feast ! 


Tn SEASON 


ve: would not seem so 
Ties to say good~ 


ifs vou were hs when 


be leaves are low, 
When in long lines a~ 


oa the smoke-hued 
The choriste rs of Sum- 


mers concert go. 

for then the GTASS, Wo 
scorched upon these 
Dry clings to oat 
yahiia thick, dust- “breezes 


rel tall reeds gather 
cobwebs by the ill, 
If you went then, 
would not miss ou SO. 


Bui pow~now is the 
eee when bush and 


ae hidden, each with~ 
zm its blossoming eart, 

Far richer madrigals 

an minstrelsy 

Of all the rhymers in 

the lytic art. 

Now ts that treasure~ 

time when you and J, 


Should love and list, ae 
let the hours glide by. 


The UALLEY 
of DELIGHT 


Pez le ee, yh dreamed 
ape night that you and 


Were children in the 
Calley Vea 
Iwas a Maiden, slender, 
fair and shy, 

You were my gallant 
Lord and trusty Knight 
We plucked a garland 


fair— the month was 


May~ 

Of hawthorn and the 
graceful eglantine, 
Fashioned with love and 
laughter, so one day _ 
The golden thread of life 
we hoped to twine. 


bat by some subtle 
Presence that we knew 
otent and mystic, 
though unheard, un~ 
seen, 
Our way was guided 
from the happy green, 
rom sun-swep mead- 
oe where the lilies 


a biel pee) with 
few glad d aie a bless 
Leading to Tt bigh 
hill, eee paige 


Success. 


The ARTIS& 


vs too, have known that 
inner stir of things 

Which hinds me one 
with my primeval race; 
What time with singing 


mouths and guickening 


wings 
Lhe feathered harbin- 
gers of I une retrace 
Our northern 4 ways 
with returning Springs, 
nd laden hawthorn 
Loughs so interlace, 
Their shady fragrances 
make coverings 
For lovers to hide there 
a trysting place. 


A magiwnative tracings 
of the hrain, 
igh charactery of 

Poesy and Art, 

May hold me in their 
ascinating tram 
hile I their symbols 

place upon my chart. 
ut when sweet May 

comes! Ah, upon such 


days 
My heart is moved in 


strangely human ways. 


Compensation 


Verchenee 72 after 

ee ns someone May Say~ 
enlam sleeping where 

the grasses grow, 

And where the wild 

wind watts the breath 


£ ay, 

2 later brings the chill 
of Winter's snow~ 

omeone may read my 
little sheaf of songs 
And say in thoughtful 
musing, Ah, poor child, 
She loved not wisely! 
How the cruel thongs 
Of Love, impasston 


ed, 
tore her heart,so mild! 


ee) Beloved, let 


Pe ie row that we 
ave known such joy 
within a garden close, 
s sings ges sobs eee! 
SIDgsS, ip ecstacy, 
The Nightingale apes 
his Love, the Boe 
oe diet) ore aoriee! 
ad enoirclin eT SOD 
And clasped ove ‘s 
thorns to have Love's 
perfect hloom. 


L’ENOCOlL~ 


ye am tired —so tired 
tonight, 

Let me lay my head 
op thy breast; 

Long since has faded 
the light, 

lam weary and want 
to rest. 


The way has heen long 
— so long, 
Let me lay my head 
op thy breast, 
The linnet has ceased 
his SODY, 

am weary and want 
to rest. 


ee endeth SONGS & SON- 


as weitlen, letlered 
Y, 


made into a book by Lilizabeth 
Cobvell for eee eee 

Aerman, /Vew York, goge 
1909 Tie Lund: dred & fi YY 
copies tn this edition, of whic. 
this is Lumber ~ gue 


ZL, att, Lo teot le 


Deacidified using the Bookkeeper process 
Neutralizing agent: Magnesium Oxide 
Treatment Date: Sept. 2009 } 


y 


Preservation Technologies 


A WORLD LEADER IN COLLECTIONS PRESERVATIO! 
141 Thomson Park Drive 
Cranberry Township, PA 16066 1 
(724) 779-2111 


